IR !779j Johnson gave the world a luminous proof that the
vigour of his mind in all its faculties, whether memory, judge-
ment, or imagination, was not in the least abated; for this
year came out the first four volumes of his Prefaces, bio-
graphical and critical, to the most eminent of the English
Poets.
[I arrived in London] on Monday, March 15, and next
morning at a late hour, found Dr Johnson sitting over his tea,
attended by Mrs Desmoulins, Mr Levett, and a clergyman,
[the Rev. William Tasker] who had come to submit some
poetical pieces to his revision. It is wonderful what a number
and variety of writers, some of them even unknown to him,
prevailed on his good-nature to look over their works, and
suggest corrections and improvements.
He said he expected to be attacked on account of his Lives
of the Poets. 'However (said he,) I would rather be attacked
than unnoticed. For the worst thing you can do to an authour
is to be silent as to his works. An assault upon a town is a
bad thing; but starving it is still worse; an assault may be
unsuccessful; you may have more men killed than you kill;
but if you starve the town, you are sure of victory.5
On Wednesday, March 31, when I visited him, and con-
fessed an excess of which I had very seldom been guilty; that
I had spent a whole night in playing at cards, and that I
could not look back on it with satisfaction; instead of a harsh
animadversion, he mildly said, 'Alas, Sir, on how few things
can we look back with satisfaction.'
On Wednesday, April 7,1 dined with him at Sir Joshua
Reynolds's. I have not marked what company was there,
Johnson harangued upon the qualities of different liquors;
and spoke with great contempt of claret, as so weak, that *a
263